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‘Tuck off, Hetfield, | hissed, desperately trying to avoid looking right at him. 


| couldn't stand him right now, | hadn't gotten over what happened between us and | feared | never would. It 
hurt too much, and he knew it damn well how he'd screwed me over and betrayed me. It still made my heart 
ache, and | still felt the pieces of it dig into my soul like sharp, cutting edges. | leaned back against the couch 
where | was settled, in the dingy darkness of the tour bus. | didn't know what he wanted from me, or why he'd 
gathered up the guts to come see me face to face. I'd done my best to ignore him, and keep out of his way, 
but it seemed he didn't understand my hints at wanting privacy. 


‘| wanna talk to you, Dave, he mumbled, and | could hear the insecurity in his voice, it was easily detectable. 


| huffed and rolled my eyes, taking a deep breath off of my joint, letting the smoke fill my lungs and my eyes 


shutting. | wanted to shut him out, and the drugs were working just fine at building a wall between us, 


separating us just the way | wanted it to. | didn't need him at the moment, didn't care for him, didn't want him 
around. To demonstrate it, or maybe that wasn't the reason, | kicked my sneakers off and put my feet on the 
small coffee table, flipping my strawberry blonde curls over my shoulders. It was a lot longer than last time 


we'd met, | could tell he noticed it. He liked it. 


Yeah, right, like | said, | don't fuckin’ want your hanging ‘round here, its my place. It's my band, and you're the 


prick who almost snubbed me, | pointed out, voice chilly. 


‘| know | did, that's why | wanna talk, he sighed, and | could see his figure still hovering by the door out of the 


corner of my eye. 


| figured just one glance at him wouldn't do me in, but immediately regretted it as | took in his appearance. He 
was still attractive for a man, blonde wavy curls spilling across his shoulders and sad blue eyes darting 
between me and the floor. He'd fleshed himself out a bit since last time, he was broader and much less lanky 
than the kid I'd known. He was a man now. A handsome man. He was clad in torn light jeans and a white tank 


top, showing off his strong upper arms. 


‘There's nothing that hasn't been said already, | pushed on, praying for him to leave me alone, and take my 


annoying emotions with him, | didn't need them. 


Instead, he ignored my wishes, as always. He'd never been a good listener. He strode cautiously over to the 
couch where | was firmly planted, slumping down next to me but keeping his distance at the farther end of the 
couch. | knew he didn't dare to have any physical contact, and it relieved me a bit. | didn't know whether I'd be 
able to keep myself in check. 


‘Look, | know you.. | know you don't wanna hear it from me, but | still owe you my apology, you know? You ain't 
gotta accept it, just hear me out, he started out, and even though | did my best to remain calm and casual, | 


felt my body tense. 


It hurt just to think about it, he'd meant so much to me, he'd been my one safe shore and then he let them 
kick me out of the band. He tossed me aside for fame, for Lars and Cliff and traded me in for Kirk. | felt like 
shit, realizing they'd had a backup replacement ready to step in and take over after me. They'd planned it, and | 
hadn't even noticed. | felt like they'd taken me for a fool, for a joke, and that even pissed me off more. Did 
they think | was an goddamn idiot? I'd rather not hear the answer to that question 


| huffed and rolled my eyes, arms folded across my chest as | turned to face away from him, glaring out into 
the darkness outside the window. | wished | could get away from him but it looked like that would be an 
impossibility, although | didn't speak. | didn't want to look vulnerable, but | knew | already came off that way. 


| felt the couch shift and his weight scooted slightly closer to me. | cursed inwardly, he never knew how to 
take a clue. | knew he was leaning forward, | knew his hands were clasped and he had that concern look in his 


eyes. | remembered how he would behave, and how he'd react in different situations. 


‘Look, | know it's not okay, but.. but I'm sorry, | never wanted to see you go, | swear | tried to convince Lars to 
keep you, but he didn't think it was any use. You've no idea how sad | was, | didn't wanna see you walk away, | 
wanted you to be part of Metallica, you know that. | miss you there, sure, Kirk is a great guy, but he doesn't 
get me the way you do, we don't click that way, you know? I.. | miss you, Davie. | miss being around you, and 


I'm sorry it took me so long to come clean with it. | always liked you, you know that? 


His voice was soft but shaky, | recognized that sound. | didn't want to see his face, | didn't want to know 
whether he was tearing up or not. | exhaled heavily, fixing my eyes on something | couldn't quite spot right 
outside the window, and wincing when | caught a glimpse of his reflection on the glass surface. | shook my 


head, wanting to dismiss him, my curls obscure myself and thankful for the length they'd gained. 


‘| don't care, James. | don't care what your excuse for it was, it was still a goddamn shitty fuckin’ thing to do 
to me. You couldn't even gimme a second chance, you wouldn't even take the time to see if | had it in me to 
change. | mean, even if | might not have gotten clean, it would have been nice to know you believed in my 


ability to get sober. It feels fucking shitty to know you didn't think | was worth it, | confessed, unable to deny 


my dismay and heartache. 


‘| know that, | fucked up. We all did, but we just... didn't think you.. were this strong, | guess, and don't take it 
the wrong way. We thought you weren't strong enough, we thought it would do you good to get away from 
our way of life, | dunno, | just.. | miss you, wont you believe me? Please?” he pleaded, a strong yet gentle hand 


gripped my shoulder, holding onto it. 


The touch forced me to face him, forced me to turn my head and meet his gaze. And fuck, did it sting bad. It 
felt like | was stabbed right in the heart, his remorseful, honest eyes locking with mine. | had to swallow hard 
to force down the lump clogging up my throat. Of course | had missed him as well, but | didn't want to believe 
his words. | didn't want to trust him ever again, despite his asking for my forgiveness. His pretty face was 


covered in a thin layer of stubble, a glossy gleam in his blue orbs. 


‘James, you.. it hurts, you know. | thought... you'd always back me up, and you'd be there for me, | really 


trusted you, | whispered, voice so quiet it was barely audible. 


He cringed, the hurt flashing through his eyes, the guilt etched on his features. His lips were pursed and his 
nose wrinkled, eyes cast downwards and his feathery, soft hair falling down like curtains on each side of his 
head. He was so beautiful, and | almost forgot how he'd fucked me over when he looked like that. So honest, so 
genuine and so lost. His lips moved but there came no words, only a wheezing sound so | listened to him clear 
his throat, lick his lips to wet them as they appeared scabbed. 


‘| know, | know | hurt you.. you ain't gotta forgive me, | just wanted you to know how | felt about it, like | said, 
he finally spoke, slumping back with his shoulder leaning against the couch, head hung. 


| watched him in silence, how his chest rose and fell with each slow breath, how he fiddled nervously with his 
fingers, and | could tell there was more he wanted to spill. | had a feeling | knew what it was, but | wouldn't 
force it out of him, | refused to be the first to show my weakness and let my feelings shine through. 


"You know | like you, right? I. | dunno how it started but when you.. when you ain't intoxicated, like high or 
shitfaced, you're a great guy. All sweet and smiles. | really like that. | miss being with you, he finally admitted. 


My heart stopped for a moment, almost fearing I'd heard wrong, but the words spoken were clear as the sun. 
They triggered the flashbacks. Memories of his tender hans running through my hair. His full, plump lips 
moving against my own. The cavern of his warm wet mouth, always tasting like spices and cigarettes and a 
tang of booze when he was sloshed. His silky blonde curls passing through my fingers. The rustle of clothes 
moving together, crotches brushing through skin tight jeans. Hands snaking beneath shirts, inside pants and 
underwear. | remembered his ragged breathing, the brush of rough hair along his belly and arms. | 
remembered tan skin, and blue eyes with pupils blown so wide that the blackness engulfed any hint of colour. | 
remembered the noises, too. Soft pleas. Weak moans. Guttural groans. The way his body would tremble, shake, 
shiver, shudder. All because of me, and what | could do to him. With my lips, my hands, my body, my cock. It 


all rushed through my head like a motion picture, stirring up emotions and making my eyes tear up. 


| could tell he was struggling with the same painful memories, as he carefully reached out one big, warm hand 
to cup my cheek, and it was only then | realized | was crying when a gentle thumb wiped away the wetness 


streaking my face. | whimpered softly in response, not knowing what to say. 


"You know we can't go back, right? You know it's.. that it is what it is,' | breathed, sorrow shrouding my being, 


making me mourn what once was. 


‘| know, he nodded weakly, but the moment later his smooth lips pressed against my own, and it felt the exact 
same way as it had before. 


| snarled, a muffled moan passing through my throat, breath coming in heavy pants as | pushed him back 
against the stained fabric of the couch, straddling his hips. It felt good, his scent of smoke and sweat and that 
sweetness that was his filling my lungs, awakening my lust for him. My God, did it feel good as | grabbed him 
by the cheeks, plunging my tongue into his mouth and devoluring his lips, feverishly kissing him as if he was 
the light I'd lost and needed to desperately get back. But then | snapped, as it all fell into place. 


It was the same, but at the same time it was so different, there was no explosion of butterflies in my belly. | 
realized those feelings were now shifted, reversed to someone else. Breaking the kiss, | gave him a soft, 
grateful smile. Maybe | could forgive him after all, maybe we could be friends again eventually. But never 
lovers, never more. Junior had my heart now, held it in the palm of his hand, and the small part that had 


always belonged to James, he had returned to me. | could see that now. 


